82            THE TALE OF BEOWULF

The linden-board bearers.   Now lightly the tracks

were
All through the woodland ways wide to be seen

there,
Her  goings o'er ground;   she had  gotten her

forthright

Over the mirk-moor: bore she of kindred thanes
The best that there was, all bare of his soul,
Of them that with Hrothgar heeded the home.
Overwent then that bairn of the athelings
Steep bents of the stones, and stridings full narrow,
Strait paths nothing pass'd over, ways all uncouth,
Sheer nesses to wit, many houses of nicors.     un

He one of the few was going before
Of the wise of the men the meadow to look on,
Until suddenly there the trees of the mountains
Over the hoar-stone found he a-leaning,
A wood without gladness : the water stood under
Dreary and troubled.   Unto all the Danes was it,
To the friends of the Scyldings, most grievous in

mood

To many of thanes such a thing to be tholing,
Sore evil to each one of earls, for of Aeschere   1420
The head did they find e'en there on the holm-

"cliff;
The flood with gore welled (the folk looking on

it),